TheHiflorytf 

Thou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And (he wde thou makert fome tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to me. 

P rm. O God they did me too much imurie, 

Thateuer faid,lliarkened to your death: 

If it wercfojlmight hauc let alone 
Th« inlulting hand of Douglas ouer you. 

Which would haue becneasi'pecdy in your end. 

As all the poyfonous potions in the world 
Andfaude the trccherous labour of your fonne* 

Km. Make vp to Clifton, ile to S.Nicholas Gawfey.£*i> 
Enter Wot! pur, 

Hot, If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth* 

P rin, T hou fpeaklf,as if I would deny my name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy . 

Trin, Why then 1 fee a very valiant rebcll of that name, 
lam the Prince of Walcs,and thinke not Percyi. 

Tofhare with mein glory anymore: 

Two ftars kcepenot their motion in onefphere. 

Nor can one England brooke a double raigne 
OfHarry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. NowihallitHarry,for the howre is come, 
Toendtheoneof vs, and would to God 
Thy name in Armes,werenow as great as mine* 

Vrm. Ilemake it greater,ere 1 part from thee 
And all the budding honours on thy creft, 
lie crop to make a garland for my head. 

H«r* lean no longer brooke thy vanities, 

7 key fight . Enter Falsi* Iff e. 

leal. Well faid Hal to it H.i/.Niy,you ftiall find no boyes 
play herc,l can teil you . 

Enter Douglas , he fyhteth with ¥a/Jldlffe t hefals 
dare nr , as fhe were dead } t he prince 
fdleth Mercy. 

Hot. OhHarry,thou haftrobdme of my youth 
1 better brooke the loile of brittle life, 

Then thofc proud titles thou haft wontyfine,. ’ 




Henry the f*m tb t 

They wound my thoughrs,worfc then thy fword my flefh 
But thought’s the flaue of life,andlife times foole. 

And time that takesfuruay ©fall the world, 

Muft haue a flop.0,1 could prophefic 
But that the earth,and cold hand of death 
Pics on my tongue ;n<? Percy,thou [art duft 
Andfoodfor * v , , 

priw.For wormes,braue Percy .Fare thee well, great nearr, 
IUweau’dambition,how much art thou fhrunkc? 

When that this body did containea fpint 
A kingdome for it was too fmall a bound. 

But now two paces of the vilefl earth 

Is roome enoughrthis earth that beares the dead, 

Bearts notaliucfoftoutaGentleman. 

Ifthou wertfenfiblcof curtcfie 
I lhould notmakefo great a fhew ofzeale:. 

But let my fauours hide rhy mangled face. 

And cuen in thy behalfe,ile thankc myfclfe, 

For doing thefe faire rites oltendernes. 

Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heauen, 

T by ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue, 
Butnotrcmcmbredinthy Epitaph. ^ 

H e Jputh YalJ}.> Iffe en the ground. 
What,oldact]uainrance,could not all this flefh 
K eepe in a little lifc’poore Iacke farewell, 

I could haue better fpardea better man, 

0,1 lhould hau e a heauy mifle of thee 
Ifl were much in loue with vanity. 

Death hath not ftrookcfo faire a Deere to day 
Though many dearer,in this bloody fray 
Imboweldc will I fee thee by and by 
Till then in bloud by noble Percy lie. 

F alHa/ffe rijeth vp. 

Eal, Imbowcld?if thou imbowel me to day, ile giuey ou leaue 
topowdecme,andeareme too to morrow, Zblood.twas time 

to coimterfeit.or that hot tcrmagantScot had paid n e fcot and 

ot too.Counterfeit?! he, I am n© counterfeit : to die is to bee a 
counterfeit,for he is but the counterfeit ofa ma,who hath nor 
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